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Old Blazer’s Hero
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Wl Die saild nlmost sallenly, with:
ont turning to look at lier,

The hand which had tonehed him very
gontly nnd appealingly ot fiesr, tightenel
upon his gleeve aml began to tremble
strongly, At this he looked over his
ghonlder nnd met Tlepzitmh's beseeching
gnze, There were tears in her eyes, amd
e notieed @ cuvlons little throbbing in
her thront, ax If o pianoforte hammer
wore tupping from within,

“Pon't break your heart, Edwarl”
wlie Besonglit him, spenking with  grent
dimenity,  “Don't go to the bnd for her!
There's nobody s i worth that, my darl-
fpg,  What gowl can that dot™

“Pon’t worry abont me, Hepzibnh,"
he said miserabily: it isn't worth while."”

“What else have | got to worry for
it it ain’t the ehild 1 nursed when 1 was
a child myselr 2 snid Hopribah, holding
1o him with both hands.  “Aund, ol, ax 1
ghonld ever ha' lived o have to axk you
sinch n thing!  But, ob, my davling, do,
do come liome———=""

Hhe poused, and Ned filled up the brok-
en sentence.

“Mober, 1 <uppose,” he sl

“Oh, do, donr, do!" she begged him,
clinging to him,

“Nery well,” hie said, with n gloomy
langh—two little spasmodie <oumls, nx
far from merriment as light from dark-
nexs—"youn shnll have our wny for
once, You protty generally get it here,"

He stooped and kissed the hard-fea-
tured face, nnd Tlepxibah, dropping her
head upon his shoulder, clung to him and
shook with =ilent tedrs and luternal sob-
bings.

“I've got your word, dear?’ she anked
when she could trust herself to spenk.

“Yen," he nnswered, “Guoml night,
Hepxibah,”

He set ont on his seven-mile walk, and
having posted his letter in the town,
turned back. A ecertain hnlfway house
tugged ot him ax If it had 0 cord anbout
his heart, but he broke past it with a
rage of resolution, and walked stralght
home, nnd nt once went up to hix own
hedroom.  Hepaibah henrd the assured
aml steady footstep, and was thankful
for the news It hrought her, though the
feet went like lead, amd hind not even n
memory of their old lHghtness,

Next morning Ned Blane's eriminal
pretenxe was delivered into Mary Hnaek-
ett's hands, nud she felt her heart alto-
gether cheerful and strengthened by it.
Bhe wondered still at the personal ai-
lence her husband kept, but at least here
was proof positive that he was not the
henrtless creature she hind found herself
beginning to belleve him, e had not
found it in his heart to forsnke her and
to enst her back upon her parents, Aud
she herself could face the workl again
He had really gone nway on business of
some sort: widd though she waws still in-
quieted about him, she had no longer the
shame of being forced to believe that
the nffuirs he had wpoken of were no
wore than an abominable pretext,

But now came n consequence of the
letter which the forger hnd uot anticl-
pated.  Before the welcome banknote
wis %0 nmch as broken for the purclinse
of household necessaries, Mary sat down
and wrote n letter to that lmaginary
John Hargreaves who lived in the lmng-
funry Keston Bguare:

“Hir—1 should be grently obliged If
you would farnish me with my husband’s
present addreess, 1 am afendd that res
vent letters mny have misearrvied,”

It this Jittle blind wus something less
thon absolutely truthful, she posted It
all the same, and salved her conscience
with the hope that it might be true, Two
or three duys Inter her inguiry came
back agnin, directed and redivected in
hinlf n dozen diferent hands, and at last
ofticinlly marked “Misdivected: no Kes-
ton Bguare in Brocton,"” This amazed
lier and awoke new nnxietien, Obviously
Will ix moving in crooked ways nid was
In hiding from her. It was caslly pos-
sible thot he might be concenling him-
self, and, Inspired by some feeble hope
of meeting him, she took the bus juto
town day after day and walked wearlly
up and down the principal thorough-
fures, thinking that perchance she might
enteh sight of him,

Bhe had never known it until now,
but she wax a little short-sighted, and
n thousnnd times her heart leaped with-
in her In the crowded street as she lm-
aglned that at last the errant husband
waos in sight, nnd she would advance,
fluttering from head to foot, to meet an
absolute stranger, No habitude of fail-
ure lessened the shock of hope nud fear
nul disappointment, and she would go
home at vight too tired to care for any-
thing,. Her whole life seemed to hnve
m'rlm'u into one constant dull and empty
uehie,

It seemed a strange and ghostly sort
of life to lemd, for she was nltogether
aloue now, and hardly ever exchanged
n wonl, except upon inatters of mere ne-
cossity, with a fellow creature, She
ealled upon nobody, sl nobody  enlled
npon her,  Thoxe people of the little
township who had at first been Indignant
ngnlust John Howarth sl his wife for
their neglect of thelr danghter supposed
now, naturnlly enongh, sinee Mary went
on living o her husbund’s house, that
the huilder supplied the necossary funds,
wiild so forgot thelr indiguation,

CHAIMTER XVII,

Asif Mary had not had trouble enongh
npon hier shoulders already, o new one
desoended upon her, nnd she began to
he certain that the house, night after
night, was being watched, and becgme
nasured that the wateher was always the
sume person.  The lrst susplelon which
veenrred o hor enme when, on 0 moon-
light night ahout the middle of July, she
threw open her bisdvoom window
looked ont upon the desertad pomd gl
the tranguil widespread fields.  Bhe had
no Mght, sod the house and its nelghbor
threw their jolut shadow on the moml he-
fore her aud on to the hedge which faeed
their doors.  Deyoud the distinetly mark-
ed line of shade upbn the field the moon-
light lny In o oad, vapory whiteness,
owhich objects, thongh easlly discern-
ible, took steange and fantastic shapes,
Bhe hand sut at the open window for o
Kood five minutes, deawing in a sad tean
quillity from the moonlight nd the sl-
lence, when a dey stick crncksd behind
the hedge nnd drew her startlad goze
to the spot whenee the sound procecdwd,
Following this eame complete silence,
Blie listened till the wide nir mide n
singlug in her ears lke the Hogering
echo of the waves which childeen tind In
wsenshiells. Fearing no repetition of the
sound, but suspecting rather than dis-
eeroing an added bulk of darkness some-
where lu the shadows, she clossl the
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window, deew down the Wind and wateh.
ol thronghit the merest erevies hetweey
the lars,  That something darker thay
the shadows hegan to move, and  the
erncking  sonmd, henrd  more  falntly
throngh the elossd window than before,
ngndn tenched her onps,  The moving ol-
Joeet wtole wider the hedge for twenty or
thirty ynrds, growing distinet from the
other shadows whilst it moved, nmd melt-
ing back into them ngain whenever it
stoodl still; and then, passing over a stile,
nppenred in the moonlight of the road, ot
that distanee ad in thint light recogniz:
whle only ns n man.

Muory never sat at her open window
ngnin ofter this, but she was  often
tompted to wateh, and the wateh was
ahmost fnvariably rewarded by the earlier
of Inter detecthon of the figiure. Who the
man was nnd why he was there she coulid
not gness, ot one night, as she sat
in the darkness in the lower room be-
fore the houe of moonrise, she was
nware of the shadowy wateher pacing
dimly up and down, trasting solely in the
durkuess, and taking no advantuge this
time of the shelter of the hedge,

Vaguely nx she hnd made out his as-
pect, she knew him for the same, and
she witehed his goings to and fro the
door of the neighboring honse was suid-
denly thrown open, aml a broad ray of
light daeting from it rell full npon the
mysterions prowler's face. The face
was, of conrse, Ned Blane's,

Mary was in n permanent moond now to
be ensily hmlignant, amd she rose up in
wrnth agninst this Intrusion upon her
privaey.  What right had he, or any
man, to hang nbout in that way, watch-
Ing her and spying npon her? Bome sense
of the unobtrusive and wordless devotion
of the wateher touched her here, and
bronght her down from the heights of
nnger, Amd yet the procesding was in-
tolernble, nnd sooner or later was sure
to be discovered, to bring about new
whisperings of seandal and new unmerit-
ed sorrow,

Hinne had recolled at the sudden ray
of light, and had disappeared before
these varying thoughts nmd emotions had
well had time to course through her
heart and miml. But now he was back
agnin, pacing up and down in the dark-
nexs, Rhie conld see the pale blur of his
fuce turned stendfastly toward the house,

Hhe determined to ignore him, aml
withdrew herself from the window, Bhe
wonld not even know of his being there,
but that was difficult. Even when she
hnd gone to her bedroom, and having
prepared for her night's rest hlew out the
light, she peeped ngain through an in-
terstice In the Llind and saw the dim
figure still going up amd down,

The morning, after  thisn  discovery
Mary received a second letter from the
mysterions Hargreaves, enclosing n sec-
ol remittance, with the same formula
ax before. At first she did pot notice
nny difference of nddress, but by and by
her oye lghted npon the first line of the
commnulention, amd she saw that It was
nnted, not from Keston, but from Kilvton
Hqunre. The forger hod relied upon his
memory, and his memory had played him
finlne,

Rhe set out At onece for the great town,
determined, it possible, to unravel the
mystery, ad at least to discover it Kir-
ton stood in ne piry a sitantion as his
forerunner, There wnx no Kirton Bquare
to e found or heard of, and she cume
ek trouhled,

Thot night the wateher enme again, A
puinful fascination impelled her by this
time to keep ax regulnr o wateh for him
nw he evidently kept upon the house, and
n% he come In sight a suspicion burst
upon her mind with so vivid and sudiden
a lght that it looked like certninty, Rhe
Ne n ecamdle hastily, ran upsinies, wnd
emptied the contents of o drawer upon
the bed, and from, the tumbled heap of
papers bhefore her, after o search of o
moment or two, ook n letter from Nel
Blone to her husband, and setting this
amd the eommuniention from John Hare
greaves side by side, enme, in spite of
the stiff dinguise of the legnl-looking enli-
graphy, to the swift conclusion that they
were written by the sume hand,

1t wan bitter enough In all conselence
to have been deserted by her husband,
even though she confessed to herself that
she had never loved him: It was heart-
breaking to he desorted by the people of
her own Hesh and blooad; but to be in-
sulted by the chenting charity of a reject-
ed lover seemed tenfold worse than nll

Rhe descemded to the dining room, and
tnking the bauk note from the table on
which It lay, ernmpled it wrathtully in
her hnnd and walked swiftly from the
room into the hall, and from the hall into
the romdway. The furtive watcher was
away nt n round pace In an Instant, but
she followed and enlled uwpon him by
e,

“Mr. Blape! 1 will not he avolded. 1
order you to listen 1o me,”

CHAPTER XVII,

Nodd Blane stood stock still in the dark
and suid nothing.

“How dore yon lusult me by your choy
ity Mary asked him. She pnoted with
haste and excitewent, and  her  limbs
were trembling,

Ned, with his hands in his jncket pock-
ets, hin shoolders rounded, nnd his lead
drooping o Hrtle, made no movement and
answered never o woml,  In the et of
wulking awuy from her he hind pansed
at hier eall of commaud, amwl his back
wis st hnde terened towand here Mary,
who luud not yet begun to cool from the
Impulse of Indigonnnt attack which hnd
lnspdred hier to push after hin, took o
further step or two und stood hefore him,

“How ddore yon jusult me by yonr
charity " she asked ngain, clenching the
crmmpled note in her hand,

Rtifl he snid nothing,  His fignee, dim-
Iy onthined In the dark as it was, lued o
ook of dogged impussivity nbout it which
wirs  disconraging, 2

“Phis come from yon,” she salil, holl-
g ont the ermmpled bank note, *You
mist tuke it back again'

Bhe hield ont the note almost timidly,
and her eyes senrched in vain for any
slan of chunge or relenting fn the dog-
godd fignre hefore her,

s bumobility was exasperating, but

done In face of . Bhe wis more than
halt inelined for 0 moment to deop the
note and go, but that would haedly have
boen courteons. It was diffienlt to be
conrteons to n man so obstinate,  Pos-
wibly he might be amensble to reason,
The renson of the position wus certainly
wholly ou her side, pud he could not be
#0 stupid as to be blind to it, Bhe begua
to reason with him,

“Rurely, Mr. Blune, you munst ree how

wrong you are in wending this to me."

It was not easy to see what ought to be |
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Mr, Blane was apparently deeided to
see nothing. Any movement in the obdn.
rate fignre, any shuffle of the foot, for a
#lun of yielding or nnensiness, any silent
negntive to urge her to an argument,
wonldl have heoen woloome,

“1 enn't aceept this,” she went on des
perntely. "It was erael to teap me into
taking the other, What would you think
of anybody, Mr. Bloane, who Ikl sueh n
trap to humilinte Fou amd eateh yonur self.
Pt ? How dare you pretemd that
this come fromm y hosbnoed ¥ What right
Bove you to send me mwoney ¥ What did
L ever give yon for treating me sl

To all this the detected benefactor an-
Ewermd nothing,

“Take it!" she said imperionsly, for
by this time her own spocch hnd warm-
ed lier anew into nnger, e made ho re-
sponse, il when she hod walted for a
ol half minnte, with the note extended
in her hamd, she moved nway, 1 shall
semd this to yon by post,” she sald frig:
Wy, “and 1 will pek you not to write to
me or speak to me ngnin.'

Rliv walked from him indignantly, and
when shie hind gone bt n step or twa
tened hier hend to Jook nt him,  He kept
his posture—head drooping,  shonllers
rolnded, the obstinate hands  rammed
Ite the side pockets, Bt somehow it
diil uot look o= it obstinney alone were
exprossed i the posture of the figure,
Now that she was but n little distonos
nway from i, it began to seem solitnry,
bitterly solitney, A sonse of pity tonelied
hier.  “The thonght of her own lonelineas
und unhappiness bronght tears to her
oyes,  Rhe conld searcely leave him in
thint ungreateful and ougarelons way, m-
practicabile amd obstinate o= he wos, 8he
turned and spoke agnin, amd the tears
sonitded in her volews,

“Yon must not think T don't feel that
yoi meant 1o he kind, 1 kiow yon meant
to et delleately and like a friem). Bat
soit must see how lmpossible it is, Wil
you tike this, Mr. Blane? 1 would moch
rather you took it from me. Pray take
in"

Hix contibued silence drove her away
In a new anger, and she did not turn
ngain antil she reached the gate, Then
shie conld dimly see hin tigure in the rond-
wiy., A brenk in the hedge beyond
where lie stood nllowed the drooping
head to he seen In more defined ontline
against the sky. Mhe entered the house
nnd left him there, nod nil night long
the faney of the silent and solitary fAg-
ure standing there oppressed her, She
winn often angered by it, nidd an often
pitirul over it; but the gust of anger wan
strong amd long, and the pity was a mere
lull in the wiml,

Ned heand the retiring footsteps, the
relrenting rustle of the dress, the clank
of the gate lateh, the fatnl sound of the
elosing door, e stood still for n long
time, It wax not worth while to move.
There war nothing to do, nothing te hope
for, nowhere to go. Nothing mnttered
very tnch, Nothing seemed able very
mueh to hart him,

By amnd by he heard laughing voleen
coming down the lane. They were vul-
gar und discordant and the Inughter was
ont of tune with everything. 1le walk-
ed on, taking little if any note of whith-
or hix footsteps led him, and at last, in
womething very lke n waking dream
walked past hiz own house.

(To be contlnued.)

Another Lodt Btory.

Greandfather Hollis was ready and
willing to tell stovies as long ns he hind
euger lsteners, but once embarked on
the sen of narrative, he allowed no ship
to cross his bows. If one did he “put
baek to shore to onee,” 1o use his own
words, His greatest trinl was his own
nephew, Abijnh  Hobbs, who appar-
ently conld not refrain from asking
questions nt every tmrm, Many n good
story had heen lost in this way, so
when Genmdtather Hollls ssarted o fa-
mous tnle ot n Thanksgiving party,
Abijah was requested to keep still,

“"Cwne on o Mory night In Novem-
Ler, 00" began Grandfather Hollis,
“uodd the wind had been a-moaning all
duy long; the sky nlso had a sort of a
greenish color, nnd now  nand  then
there'd be o seud o gray clowds nerost
it, 1 knew something wius golng to
happen, nnd ‘long about 3 o'clock In the
nfternoon 1 took n look nbout the farm
to gee that everything was all right,
anbmals under shelter aml #0 on; took
the cows In, fAxed up the barn tight
nid come hack into the house,

“1 was kind of uneaxy nnd kep' my
eyes out o' the windows, watching the
clonds, nmld sighting the bouts over on
the buy shle ns they come In; but
there wasn't anything renlly out o' the
wiy tlll nbout 5, or maybe quarter
past. Then nll of a sudden I heard a
low muttering an' 1 sprung to the back
window. Just In a line with the wine
dow In those dnys there was a maple

e ———

The lsteners were nll breathless,
bending toward Grandfather Hollls,
undd for one fatal moment Abljub's
wite nllowed her vigilant gare to leave
her hnsband's face,

“HBuy, wus It 0 sugar-maple? cried
Abljuh,

Hunting In New Brunswiok.

Of course, all guldes clalm to  be
moose eullers, but experionce teaches
that very few are successful, says the
Hiustrated Sporting News. In talking
with sowme of the best of them they
united fn saying that 'n woman, it she
would practice enlling for two weeks
or so, conld surpiss any minn,  What s
needed s high, elear voles, The call-
Ing In done with a bireh-tinrk  harn,
shnped Hke n megapl ne, It shoull be
ahout sixteen lnches long, =% luelus
weross the nrge end and about one Liuch
ar the mouthplece,  The enll Is two
sheor gronts, followed by o long bellow
In dmlintlon of the eall glven by the
cow moose,  The bull, In auswering,
glves from one to,three or four short,
hourse grants,

During the summer the earibon come
mto the lnkes at all thues of the day
undd night, Lot Inter on go back on the
bpreense ad remnin there untll  the
snow deives them down to the thnber,
I's led banting, os the elinb to the
bgtprrens Is rough and  very  tiresowe,
Thion, ton, on aeconnt of thelr Kevn
seent nnd hearing, o much allowance
st be made for all winds and  olp
eurrents that even on =lghiting gome
long detonrs have to be made In order
thint the appronch may be made up
wind.

Naming the Howel,
nil—"He wanted o name for his new
hotel”
Jil—="Were there any suggededy”
“Yos a O low suggested, calling it the
Rbuematle Gont, beeause It wns a
swell Jolnt."—Yonkers Statesman,

If a musie tencher can't make any-
thing cise out of the volce of un belr-
eni he can make money,

The more some men talk the mope
trouble they plle up for themenives,

Z. R. CARTER.

Wholesale Dealers in

J. B. CARTER, |

L. R. CARTER & BRO.,

(Grain and Hay

Halsted and 16th Sts.,

Telephone Canal 27. CHICAGO
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CENERAL
CONTRACTORS

M. P. Byrne Construction Go.

Sewers, Water Works, Conduits, and
Electric Plants a Specialty.

88 East Washington Street.

DEALER IN

Hay, Grain

J. J. VANDERBILT

and Feed

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Baled Shavings and Salt.

Washburn-Crosby Co’s Gold Medal Flour

Corner Michigan Avenue and 112th Place.

um among

J. R. SMULSKI & CO,,

5680 NOBLE STREET,

PRINTERS,

“QAZETA KATOLIOKA,” the Best Advertising
th~ Polish resideats of Chicago and Ameriea.

APPI/N FON NATES.

ASK

R
QOUNTY FAIR

NNA.
=.l.* ENGLAND,

BREALD. P”uiuw OF MALY.

——o-—

AT ANY SROCERY,

cCcoune’s =2BaRreries,

164-168 Madison 8¢, and 179181 Lake A

=

TELEPHONE
has revolutionized trade
methods broadly and brought
to the individual opportuni.
ties of business growth never
before possible,
Why not enjoyv the advane
tages and profit of the tele.
phone

Yourself ?

THE BEST SERVICE
AT LOWEST RATES,

Chicago Telephone Co.
203 Washington S¢.

The Best

Axle Grease

™ TER

WORLD.

Chicago,

S0LD EVERYWHERE,
TAKE NO OTMER.

AXLE GREASE

For Omnibuses, Carriages, Wagons,
Drays and Threshing Machines.

FRAZER LUBRICATOR CO., MANUFAGTURER

8t. Louis.

TELEPHONE NORTH 270

WILLIAM EISFELDT

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
AND EMBALMER

FINE LIVERY
86-88 RACINE AVENUE

CORNER GARFIELD AVE.

D. M, FULMER, Pres. WM. C. KUESTER, V.-Pres. & Tres, WM. J. N, SCHROEDER, Sec.

FULMER, KUESTER, SCHROEDER CO.

MANUPACTURERS AND DEALERS IN

LUMBEIR
LATH, SHINGLES AND POSTS
Millework and Interior Finish.

CEDAR POLES AND POSTS uonto«%"ﬂimm
Telophost L.oka View 590 Mitls: Walllagton, Mich,
1458:1478 LINCOLN AVENUE, CHICAGO.

BAA

W. A. HINKINS

PROPRIETOR OF THE

frie Livery and Boarding Stable

199 TO 201 ERIE STREET,
CHICAGO.

Telephone North 1078,

Strictly High-grade Carriages, Broughams and Light Livery

E. MUELHOEFER & BRO.
UNDERTAKERS.

112 and 114 Clybourn Avenue,

Telephone North 41 1. CHICAQO.

ASK YOUR
GROCER
FOR
THESE
BRANDS,

| NONE BETTER.

T € G Choniel Comay,

1O, IR, 114 Viest Lake Btreet,
CHICAQO.
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